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The PERSONS repreſented are 


CUPID. 


ASATYR. 


* 


MYRTILLO. 


— 


* 


Shepherds and Shepherdefles. 
The Scene, ARCADIA, 
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K Wu 
LOVE'S REVENGE; 


A 
DR AMATIC PASTORAL, 


INTERLUDE I. 
SCENE IT, 


SYMPHONY. 


RECITATIVE. 
CUPID, 


E tuneful Spheres, your Muſic ceaſe : 

Nor Heav'n, nor Earth can give me Peace, 

Pſyche, too vain, too curious Fair, 

Thou hold'ſt Love caught in Capid's Snare, 

Enjoy thy Scorn, thy proud Diſdain, 
And ſhake in Sport the galling Chain; 
While Cupid welcomes Rage and Care, 
Miniſters of deep Deſpair. 
Paſt Joys muſt all forgotten lie ; 
Here let the curſt Remembrance die, 


Hers oY 
Hence, ye little, ſublile Fires, 
Wanton Thoughts, and gay Deſires ; 
Ye frantic Pleaſures, mixt with Pain ; 
That make up Love's fantaſtic Train ; 
From his mind Love bids you fly; 
For Lave bimſelf now fot to die. 
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AE CITATI VX. 


bark! Methinks J hear the Sound 


* 1. 


nl 


Ne Force of Time or Art 


Shall ſever'd from my Heart : 
But ever to the World Pll tell 
. Charms. of beauteous Florimel. 


Each Rock and Sunny, Hill, 


* — Meads and Grover, © 


Ives s © 


And Elbe hath: be taught to tell 


Abe eee. 


349% 
Zach Tree abe the Hals, 


"That on it's Bark doth wenr 
. The Triumphs of my Fairy. 
To future Times in Verſe'ſbulb tell 


The Charms of beaweexs Florimel. 


Zarb Brook and purlin 
Shall on it"s. bubbli 
' Canvey the Virgins 

An as ii rolls, e 
_ Jer Charms of brauitous Florimel. 


"EY 


r this Ground 
 MYRTILLO . Payer of Verle, and Sings. 
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£4 


52 

| "PWT , 

The Sylvan Gods that d . ; 

| ; {mig thi fared Grove """*l 

v1 wonder at Love ; * 9 
Whilt ev'ry Sound es tot | 

| The ge Sod cure ol | 
RECITATIVE. 

Here hang my Verſe,u 23 Er faſtens the Papertoa Tre 


A Gift, my 


Myrtillo, fly; the fleeting =. 
Summons to thy true Love's: Bow'r ; 


There in ſhade of of mingling ling Boughs ESC 
To pay the Tribute of thy Vows. [ Exit Myre. 
X RECITATIVE. 

4 ; nne. 


Too ha py Wretch to ſee Thee bleſt 
Strikes thro' my envious Breaſt : 
Thy Joy, like Poiſon, chills my Blood ; 
My envious Soul abhorsall Good, 

Can Cupid, rack'd with high Diſdain, 
Smile upon the happy Swan ? 

Curſt be thy Faith, thy Love, thy Joy ! 
And all Mankind be curſt as I ! 


AI we Fo 
2 Cupid here bis Reign 
14 


Love does now no lo 

en 

Hate alone can give bim Eaſe. Da Capo. 
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happy Pair, 


With Jealouſy as light: as Air, 
a Let the Name of Florimel. 
Be chang'd to that of mar. ¶ ſtrikes the Paper with his Dart. 
But ſee | (Euter Florimel. 


What beauteous Thing is this in Dreſs 
Like to ſome ſimple Shepherdeſs ? 

A Face ſo Fair! fo fine a Mien! 

Not unworthy- Beauty's Queen! 
Sighing, ſhe leans upon her. Crook, 

ith charming, tho diſorder'd Look: 

See from her Eye, as Chryſtal clear, 
Down on her Cheek there drops a Tear, 
Might make Revenge, tho juſt, to nod. 

And break in bits her Iron Rod. 

| AIR. 
Flor. O Love, regard a * 

Give me ſleep, an let m dite. 

Tyrant Love, why; guardeſt thou, 

Againſt ſo ſoft a; Gueſt, m Brow | (Da. Capo. 
| RETCTETIIATIVE 
Since with her ſong ſad. Pbi amel 
Did the Night's approach. foretell, 

I have not clos'd my reſtleſs Eye : 

And now the Lark aſfcends-the © 
And hath his artleſs. Notes begui 

To bid good morrom to, the Sui 

Here on this flow'ry Bank I'll, try 

I gentle ſleep will cloſe my Eye, 


Capid. Soft Pity, ceaſe thy tender Pray'r ; | 
» » Plead not for the gentle Pair [ Waves his Dart, 
| Hither 


1 
Hither guide thy Rapleſs Feet, 
Myriillo, here thy Ruin meet; 
Here from thy- Florimeſ———whiile I: 
My lov'd Revenge on others try. | 
| | A L R. 
Soft Pity ne'er ſhall diſarm me, 
No tender br my Boſom move: 
Only Revenge charm me : 


Revenge is all that's left of Love. (Da Capo. 
| Exit Cupid. 


RECITATIVE. 
FLORIMEL, (ſeeing the Verſes) 


What love-fick Shepherd has been here ? 
Tis my Myrtille's Character 

Death to my Love! What do I ſee 

My Eyes muſt ſure be falſe to me 

Ah no! too plainly here I ſee, 

Myrtillo falſe to Love, and me. 


| AIR. 
Fond Heart, here bid all Love adieu; 
Thy fanſy'd Wealth reſign: 
Myrtillo is no longer true, 
His love no longer thine. 4 ; 
RECITATIV E Wille enters. 
My Life, my Love, my Fl orimel, 
I've ſearch'd the ſecrets of the Vale; 


I've queſtion'd every Breath of Air, 


When laſt he kiſs'd my abſent Fair; 


"The feather'd' People of the Grove 


468 "Were filent when -I nam'd my Love: 
RT Thy Shepherd fear'd, ſome Sloan Pow'r 
A Had ſnatch'd the Goddels of the * 
4 Oh! Myriillo! . 
/ —— Oh! my Fears ! | 
Oh ! whence that ſhower of pearly Tears ? 
Why doſt thou turn away thine Eye? 
Tis thy Myriille aſks thee, Wh 
Ahrtillo aſks thee to repole ' 
Upon his faithfull Breaſt, and ſpeak thy Woes. 


an AIR. 


O beanuteous Maid, no mort refuſe | 
To dry thoſe cryſtal Show' rs; 
More lovely far thaw morning Dews, 


That fall on op ning flow'rs. 
RECITATIVE. 


"Yor. Approach me not —— As ſoon I'd take 
o my Breaſt the ſubtle Snake; 
Leſs Deceit in them doth reign, 
Leſs Guile than in more ſubtle Men. 


in 


Ceaſe, Myrtillo, ceaſe to wooe me; 
Bene and ſee my. Face no more: 
Faithleſs Wretch, no more Purſue m ne; 
Death is near, where you adore. 


RECITATILVE:. 


From the ſweet Lips of Fhrimel. 
Her Tongue was ever ſoft, and kind, 


(Da Capo. 


Myri. What means my Love ? —thoſe words ne'er fell 


Calm as breaths the ſouthern Wind 

It's murmurs to the dimpled Wave, 

| When Boreas fleeps within his Cave. 
Fler. Such were the ſounds that won me firft : 

The Maid who once believes, is curſt. — 


19 4 


I heard within the holy Bow'r 
The Vows you made, the Qaths yu ſwore, 


Fool that I was, I thought them trye, 


And crown'd thee with the Violet's conſlagt Blue. 


AIR. 


O Bow'r of Bliſs, and ſeat of LOW s 
Witneſs to the Vows be made; 
Witneſs to the Wreaths be mov: 


To crown my bappy. 


happy Head ! 


No more thoſe Oaths Myrtillo fwears, 
Or ſwears to me no more: 


Thoſe Wreaths a 


happier Maiden wears, 


Which I ſo lately wore. 


AIR, 


By — 1, and ven, 
20 o Love Myrtillo's true. 
By thoſe ſilver Beams of Light, 
"x Paleneſs rules the Night, 
0 Time, or Art 


Shall change Myrtillo's Heart. 
RECITATIVE 


Hor. Haſt thou ſo ſoon forgot the Song, 
To Am'ryl's Praiſe 2 votive hung ? 
Oh there thou di 


a Paſhon tell, 


(Da Capo. 


(Da Capo. 


Tos 


Too ore to be we for Firn » coil 
3 TS thee alone it does belong; ir 

* No other Theme adorns my 

l) bere is thy Verſe — Behold A Name: 

Tr bere * my ſorrow and Myrtille's ſhame. 
5 n 


10 — a gn 1 
. Fly te my Riv h | 
Ant paze upon her Charms j/ | 

On ber believing Boſom dis: 
The Vows on ce mine , ſigh Cer agcin, 
4 teach ber how 40 feel my Pain. | (Da Capo. 
| Exit Florimel. 
RE c iV. 
Myri. Oh ſtay ! thou fair unkind: 
Some ſpell in magic Fetters binds 
| Our erring minds, 
She flies, the flies, | 
Far from my longing Eyes, 
Which ſtill purſue 
The leſs'ning View. 4 ; | 
She's gone, gone, gone, for ever e 
And Life to come ſhall be a img 


A I R. 


Blow Winds, and bear me to ſome Grove, 
Clad in ſbades of baleful Yew ; 
bere to mourn my hapleſs Love, 
41d weep till The Jaden me true. 
Hither, Sorrow, Tinvite thee, 
Fill with thy gloomy Train my mind. 
The horrid Dwelling will deli bt thee, 
And thou 1 55 Emrance fi 
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WES 
LOVE'S REVENGE; 
INTERLUDE lI. 
SCENE 1. a Wood, 
RECITATIVE. 


* 


A SATYR comes tripping in. 
Sat. Pom Sun hath climb'd the burning ſteep, 


And the Height of Heav'n doth keep ; 
He darts direct his ſweltring Ray, 
And balances the equal Day. . 

Pan, who keeps the Shepherd's Fold, 

This day a ſolemn Feaſt doth hold; 

He entertains ſome lovely Gueſt, 

And order'd me prepare the Feaſt, 

As with weary'd ſtep I trod, 

Seeking Dainties for the God, 

As I meaſur'd, up and down, 

Verdant Lawns, and Fallows brown, 

Sunny Hills, and ruſſet Dales, - 

Op'ning Glades, embow'red Vales, 

Steaming Lakes, and Rivers grey, 

I ſpy'd where Cupid ſleeping lay. 


AIR. 


Deep in the ſecrets of the Grove, i 
Darkneſs, with gloomy ſway | | 
ExpelPd the gazing Day : © | | 
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* EY "The The Far of Me ht 22 . A | 
_ REC ITATIVE. 

There, upon the bluſhing Roſe, | ” 
Did the lovely God repoſe. - 

His radiant ſmile the God confeſs'd | 

Reclin'd upon his Phche's Breaſt, 

His _— by his fide was laid, 1 
When I approach'd with ſilent Dread. | 
Soft this Silyer Dart I drew, | 
And 8 to the diſtant Hills; like Lightning, flew. 


AIR. 


A cruel Nymph there roves 
About theſe happy Groves, 
Oh! cou'd I, con'd I, find ber! | 

This little, ſubtile Dart | . N 
Sbould pierce ber ſtony Heart, 
And teach ber to * kinder. 


(The Sar ran of | 


' SCENE 2. FLORIMEL'S Bower. 
Florimel ir diſcover d a ſleep. a . 
RECITATIVE. Myrtillo enters. 


Art. Hail, happy Bow'r! bleſt Grotto, hail, 
| That hold'ſt my Fair, tho” cruel Florimel | 
See where on yonder Bank ſhe lies | 7 
ö Kind ſleep hath clos d thoſe deſpꝰ rate Eyes. 
Fer flowing Locks her Neck O erſpread: 
: Her 


_ 
9 
DS. V 


5 GK 9 
Her lilly Arm her Head; ̃ 
Her Face like Diana ſeems, 185 
When ſhe ſheds her filver Beams 
O'er the Fairie's midnight Courts, 


Pe 4 And guides their little, frolick ſports. - I 
- AFR. 4 
Her Breath the Vale, | 


1 Stweet as the Mornin g yields; 
Stweet as iÞ Arabian Cal, 
That breaths from ſpicy Fields. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sweet be thy fleep, thou lovely Maid, 

2 ſoft upon thy Eyelids lid *® 
filence guard thee all around, 

— hurtful here be found, 

No bad Spirit tread this Ground, 

Whether Fawn, or Satyr lewd, 

Or evil Genius of the "Wood!" 

— But P11 withdraw a-while, for fear 

My Voice ſhould pierce her tender Ear. 


ATR. 
9 


opitious prove; 
Swain be kind 
And fill, in pleaſing Dreams, ber mind | 
ith ſad Myrtillo's conſtant Love. Da Caps 
RECITATIVE 


Exit Myriillo, and re-enter Satyr, 


$at. By the W oOnd” ant 


Ear 
upon the whiſh't!ng Breeze; 


3 Jure 1 Mortal muſt he near. 
And now a Voice did ſtrike my Ear. 


What lovely, Obje&fills my: fi 
At once with Awe and with: delig 
T pant, I burn, —— my Bloods on fire ! —— 
Q Faireſt, form'd to raiſe Defire, 
Thou, that giv'ſt, muſt heal my ſmart — 
Here will I try my ſtolen Dart: 
Thus plac'd, ſhe cannot from me ffy; 
But I muſt meet her waking Eye. 


ATR. 


 Hivake, my Faireſt, my delight*:: 
Chear me with thy admiring: Viet. 
ho firſt ſball 2 thy waking fights. 
" Him ſhalt thou Love, and'binr purſue: Dk Capo. 


R E C. IT ATI VE. 


' MYRTILLO enters; The Satyr ſtrikes FLORIMEL. with the 
Dart. 3 ſtarts lem her Meeps e e firſt, runs 


p Abr. What Voice! — Protec me, Pan; wha''s here ? 


Thy Life ſhall pay, foul Raviſher! — 


The Satyr runs ) 
Myrtillo, fave. me; or I dle 18 | an 


— Toon 1Myrtillo hath. no greater Ib 


Ye. 
Why flow ſo I thoſe ſudUtn Tears 


Vir. My rembithe Heart's all 'chill'@ with Fears, 


Thus wak'd and torn from pleafing Reſt, 
And Dreams of thee, that calm'd my troubled Breaſt. 


* Taſt off thy Fears d theſe fi tliful Arms 


San mild my Charmer-from all Harms. | 


* 


L 19] 


 RECITATTYE. 


CUPID enters, with the Satyr bound : 
A Cruoxvus of Surruem Ds, Gr. 


Revenge, no more infeſt my mind, 
Again the lovely Fhcbe's kind. 
Ye Tephyrs, tu attend the Fair, 
On — Wings the Whiſper bear: 


And you, ye rougher- Winds, Ae 


— 
. 


— 


Whilt on my Ne FOR 
My Fair doth reſt, 
Ob! let Myrtillo's Hab be prove 
Let theſt ſau ſighs, 
And /ireaming | 
Witnbſs, He ever 1 | N Capo. 
| RBCLEADTLCVE.. 
Myri. How could you dbubr = +> bags ohh po 
Flor. For rgive my Fears; thou injur'd Youth. - 
Mr. What Fury eduld fuch Hatred move? 
Flor. Miyriillo, ow Exceſs off Love. 
Myrt. Could Love with Hate thy Soul inſpire ?. 
Flor. *Twas jealous Love ſet all on fire; 
DUE T. 
Myrt. Tes theſe Arms again enfoll ther 
" 10 = Faithful Sbenberd, do I held-thee ? 
(Both) Gloomy. Cares, that fill'd my mind, 
Hence, I gibe you to the Wind: 
Smiling Joys, and” Pltafures: gay 
On gaudy, Pinicons wu] ns play.- Da Capo. 
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"Al hy B , and all my Fears. 
= - Shepher „ Cer you tread this Ground, 
A Purity yourſelves around; 

n For this happy. Grot is bleſt 
By ev'ry Power good and chaſte. 

Pardon, thou miſtaken Maid; 

Ny Love himſelf thow'ſt been betray's 
But relenting P/yche's kind | 
And Love to Truth no longer blind. 

Lovely Maid, and faithful Youth, _ 
Be happy in each other's. Truth. f 
(Cupid jaining 4 Hal) 


FR 2) 7: 


2 Hours ſhall attend "Y 
Foys in endleſs Circles move: 
upid always ſhall befriend ye, 
ev'ry Moment fill SL Love. (Da Cape. 


RECITATEIVE. 


From where bright Phebus. mounts the Eaft, 
To his Chambers in the Weſt, - 

Be this Pair for ever fam'd, 

as long as Love and Truth are 'nam'd. 


DUE T. 


Ire, Join W Sbepberdi, join ; 
And your Feet to meaſures move. 
Flor. To Cupid pay all Rights Divine ; | | 
To the mighty God. of Love. boese Chorus, 
.  REGITAFTFIVE | 
"Cay, Now, Satyr, bear — 


J 


— 


* 


171 

22 — Oh! ſpare my ſhame ! 

Thou haſt o'ercome that Satyr's Flame 5 

And now I burn with other Fires, 

Virtuous Thoughts, and pure defires. 

Fair Maiden now - 

I look upan thee, as on Heav'n, 

And only ſue to be forgiven. 

That bounteous Bleſſing not deny d, 


To be thy Slave ſtall be my Pride. F 
With ev'ry Green and ev'ry Flow'r, 
I'll deck thy interwoven Bower; KEY 

And place them with ſuch Art, and Care, 1 
The Sun ſhall find no Entrance there. 


AIR. 


Beneath that Sbade 

Wien Thou art laid, 

Pl /ing than Pipe more clear: 
That ſoothing ſleep © 


cep; 1 
And woo thee thru“ thine Eur. (Da Capo. 
KECYTTACIUERD i 


' Cup. Well haſt thou promis'd, gentle Satyr; 
Here be loſt thy Savage Nature ! 
And Shepherds,” do ye ever prove 
The . of Truth, and conſtant Love! 
Happy, as this happy Pair, | 
Ev'ry Shepherd, ev'ry Fair: | A 
Thus let Love by Truth be guarded ! + i 
Thus by Beauty Love rewarded. 
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PPE: ry Shepherd, ev ry Fair 27 + 3g { 
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dh Raug \Laverenerdalt” | | 4 
Y 1 E C 1 1 A:T 1 N. E. | | 
uri. FF K 

_ Once again in Trivr ry ge 1 


Shepherds, tune ydur ys: | 
Chant with' grareful Voice his Praiſe. © wr ED «| 


Grand CHO K vs © Shepherds, Be. 1 
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